
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



SWALLOWS 

BY CONSTANCE GOODRICH 

So still have I sat that the swallows are circling about me, 

Wheeling with whirring wings over me, close above me, 

So close that the rush of their wings startles the air about me. 

Yet though my body is quiet my heart is abroad with the swallows, 

Circling the spacious sky over the luminous ocean; 

My heart's in the wind-driven waters that crash on the rocks, 

In the seaweed that swirls in the tide, 

That lifts and falls, purple-fringed, to the breath of the sea. 

Yet tonight when the dew-laden twilight darkens the waters 

And dims the wide fields lying bare to the sky 

My heart will be mine again, mine through the night, 

While I sing of the breakers that flung it in foam to the beaches, 

Of the starlit sea and the wind that the swallows ride — 

Sing till my heart is at peace. 



LOW TIDE 

BY ABBIE FARWELL BROWN 

Who creeps into the cave 

To spy the crannied secrets darkly hidden, 
And pluck the clinging treasures from their beds? 

Who follows on retreating steps unbidden, 
And mocks the ebbing fury of the wave? 

Or impudently treads 
The lowest rippled sand a moment bare, 
To pry into the bashful, rosy pools? You dare? 
Beware! 

Is mortal life secure, 

Or human footing but of bound so sure, 

That wingless you dare climb 

Through treacherous and immemorial slime, 
Treading the slippery slope, an oubliette before 
The cavern's ominous door? 

Then hark! Bend close your sea-shell of an ear. 

Do you not hear 
A hollow growl, a hoarse and sullen roar, 
Below you, or behind you, or before; 
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